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*Prologue: Shiori's 
Story, as told by The 
Cystocot* 

The thumps were 
growing closer, the 
footsteps louder...the 
young girl cowered 
under the «oorboards 
of her home, under the 
hatch her father had 
made years ago to 

hide his gambling 
winnings from the ever 
watchful Court of 
Justice...~ 

~The smell of bog was 
almost enough to gag 
her, The Decay's grip 
on Yew was 
tightening...she felt 
almost relieved that 
the hiding place was 
still here, the house 
had sunk nearly a foot 
since the swamp rose 
up beneath it...~ 

~She covered her 

nose and her mouth, 
trying desperately not 
to cough. She lay still, 
the squish of the bog 
as she shivered was 
barely drowned out by 
the footsteps above...~ 
~Suddenly, a loud 
crash and horrid 
screams filled the air, 


several thuds 
followed, anda 
window 
shattered...then all 
was silent...she 
chanced to roll over 
onto her back, to get a 
better look through the 
ccoorboards...an 
armored boot stepped 
over the hatch, anda 
pair of gentle voices 
spoke, barely above a 
whisper...~ 

"No bows...", a deep, 
almost exaggerated 
sigh followed. 

"Don't worry, plenty 
more Lords where that 
one came from, 

Kexx.", a laugh and 
the slap of a hand 
against a plated 
shoulder filled the 
scared girl's 
ears..."Come, we 
shouldn't leave the 
battle for too long, 
these fiends were only 
a small scouting 
party..." 

"Aye...", the butt of a 
long spear thunked on 
the ¢:oorboards, 
"Just...warn me next 
time you plan to run 
off...hard to keep up 
with you in plate.", the 
two friends laughed 
and walked from the 
ruined house, the 
armored boots of 
"Kexx" crunching 
loudly, but his 
companion barely 

made a sound... 

~After several silent 
and agonizing 

moments, the girl 


tt 


reached up and 

pushed the 

compartment open, 

she climbed out and 
nearly toppled back in 
when she came face 

to face with a Jukan 
Warrior, his face 
locked in a mask of 
pain...she came to her 
senses and surveyed 
the room...the bodies 
of three more warriors 
lay about, and 

slumped half out of a 
window was the body 

of a Juka Lord, his 
armor torn apart by 
countless stabs, yet 
the wounds barely 

bled out...~ 

~Her knees shaking, 
the girl approached 
the door, barely 
holding back her 
revulsion...a clamor 
rose outside and her 
pace 
quickened...several 
yards from her ruined 
home, a pair of 
warriors fought back to 
back...one, clad in 
Shadow-Black 

Platemail from head to 
toe, wielding a long 
spear with deadly 
precision, the other 
wearing bright, silvery- 
gray chainmail, a 
shield on one arm, a 
curving blade in his 
other hand, striking 
rapidly, each thrust 
barely seen, but for 
the pain that marked 
his opponents’ 
faces...they fought as 
one and made short 


work of their foes...~ 
~The mail clad man 
slowly and 
methodically searched 
the belongings of 
several of the Juka, 
while his companion 
poked and prodded 
several more, a sigh 
resounded within his 
helm and he slowly 
stood. ~ 

"Not much for 
treasures are they?”, 
the plate-clad warrior 
turned to his partner 
and removed his 
helmet, long hair 
copped about his 
shoulders, anda 
scraggily beard 

marked his chin... 
"Good sport, at least.”, 
the chainmail wearing 
man stood and turned, 
when something 

caught his eye...he 
saw her... 

"Ahh...", she nearly 
took off running, but 
her legs failed her and 
she fell to the ground 
with a squish, the man 
ran over and helped 
her up, and threw a 
long cloak over her 
and she looked up... 
"Don't worry, you're 
safe now.”, his kind 
eyes were the last 
things she saw before 
she passed out from 
exhaustion. 


~In the days that 
followed, the young 
girl learned of her 
saviors...Kexx 
Woodkin, the spear 


wielding warrior, 
always clad in sturdy 
platemail anda 

owing cloak...and 
Cyrus Swayze, silent, 
chainmail wearing 
master of the kryss 
blade...she met their 
companions, Alleria 
Swift, a mighty woman 
warrior, nearly 
unmatched in her skill 
with the blade, and the 
Cystocot, a strange 

old man, Cyrus 

claimed he was a 
powerful wizard, but 
Shiori rarely witnessed 
anything more than a 
curiously strong old 
craftsman who 
reluctantly gave her 
her first blade...~ 

~As Cyrus and Kexx 
continued to battle the 
Juka, Alleria began to 
train Shiori...she was 
an orphan, and though 
she was still young, 
she quickly took to the 
blade...when the 

threat of the Juka 
passed, and other 
concerns took over 
Alleria's time, Shiori 
began to train with 
Cyrus...he was patient 
and kind, but the 
training wasn't 
easy...she learned to 
press on through pain, 
to make every strike in 
battle count...and 

when she was ready, 

she learned the ways 

of the ranger...~ 
~Years passed, and 

the frail young girl 
grew into a powerful 


and fierce woman, she 
grew increasingly 
independent, and she 
would often spend 
months apart from her 
friends, occasionally 
returning from the 
wilds barely alive, her 
armor in tatters, but 
her mood always 
light...until one day, 
she was invited to help 
hunt down a demon 

that had attacked a 
small farm near Skara 
Brae...~ 

~Excitement filled the 
air as they set out, 
Alleria eagerly showed 
off a new katana, 
enchanted to be a 

bane of demons, 

crafted for her by the 
Cystocot...Cyrus, who 
had recently taken to 
wearing the robes of a 
healer, yet still moved 
with near-silence, 
wielded a similar 
kryss, a blue-silver 
blade that rested 
against his shoulder 

as they stalked the 
woods, following the 
demon's trail...now 
and then, Shiori'’s eyes 
strayed to the other 
blade Cyrus 
carried..."”Ghoul 
Bane”...he'd shown it 
to her once before...it 
hummed with power, 

and it never left the 
ranger's side...~ 

~As they walked 

through the woods, 

they came upon a 
clearing, and a large 
shape loomed before 


them, battling a small 
band of Ores, fire and 
streaks of lightning 
leapt from the beast's 
hands, leathery wings 
nearly spanning the 
clearing, charred skin 
and a hideous roar 
marked it plainly...it 
was the demon they 
sought, still scarred by 
the assault of the 
brave people of Skara 
Brae who chased him 
from their land...~ 


